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chopped jee og the aching foreheand
and got him, grateful and penltent, off
to sleep,

For a day or two Martip stayed o
bed snd Cherry spolled and petted
him, and was pralsea wnd thanked for
every step she took., After that they
took g ltde trip into the mountalns
near by, and Cherry sent Alix post-
curds that made her sister feel almost
i pung of envy.

Lut then the routine began agaln,
and the fearful heut of midsummer
coame, too. Hed Creek baked In a
smother of dusty heat, the trees In
the dry orchards, beslde the dry road,
dropped cireleg of hot shadow on the
clodded, rough earth. Farms dozed
under shimmering lines of dazzllng alr
and in the villuge, from ten o'clock

L until the afterncon began to wane,
there was no stir, Fles buzzed and
| settled on  screen  doors, the creek

She thopght nim an extremely ditii-
cult wan to Hve with, snd wias angered

when her hluts to (his effect led “him
to remnrk that she was the “lhinie” |
They laid a serious gquarrel one day,
when he old her that she was the
most  seltlsh mond  spolldd woman he
had ever known He called her at- |
tentlon to the other women of the
town, busy, contented women, sending
clilldren ol to school, settling babies
down for naps I sunny  dooryards,

couking amd Inughing and Iuis rying to

and fro. |
*Yes, und look at them!™ Cherry |

sl with ready tenrs.  “Shabby, thin,

tived all the time ™ '
“The trouble with you 8™ Martin

“sou've been told that
wnd sweot nll your life—

sald, departing

you're prelty

and when he roged she would explain,

She fnished her packing and put the

and you're spolledd!  You ure pretiy,
yos—" he wilded, more mildiy. . “But,
by George, you sulk so much, and you
crub so muach, that 'm darned §f 1
see 1t any more! All T seée is trouble ™

Withy th e left her Left her to
n hurst ol tears, at first, when
she dropped Ler lovely little head on |
the blue ginghim of her apron sleeve
el erled bitterty, |

The kettle begun to sing on the |
tove, u bee came oo o) \\.‘ululc-rml|
about the hot kitchen: the }ll'm‘ohr|
knocked, nnd Cherry let the big lout |
of n boy stare at her reéd eyes un-
caring.

Then she went swiftly into the bed- |
room aid began to pack sl change. |
Bhe'd show Muartin Lloyd—she'd show |
Martin Llovd Shie was golng =tralght !
to Dind—she'd tnke the—take the— |

She frowned,  She hnd misgsed Hli“
nine o'clock trnin; she must walt 1nrI
the tmin ot hsl{-past two.  Walt |
where? Well, ghe cionldd only \\'ili[l_
here,  Very well, she wonld walt here,
She wonld not get Martin any hlllf‘|l,|

|
]
|
i

Then, in unnecustomed
sunk Into a
deep rocker amnd began to read. Qulet
und shnide order relgned in the
little house,

Steps came hounding up to Cherry's
Yoor; her heart began to heat ; a knock
She got to her feer, puzzeied ;

house in order

gure, she

mid-morning lel

nid

minded

Martin did not knock

It wns Joe Roblnson, his closest |
friend at the mine I

“SBuyv, Hsten, Mrs, Lloyd; Mart can't |
get home to dinner,” sald Joe, "Hvi
don't feel oxtrn well—he was In

the ‘

“He Was in the Engine Room and He
Kinder—~Fainted.”

engine rodn nnel e  kinder—he
kinder—"
“Falnted?™ Cherry nsked sharply,

turning n little .pale, |

“Well,. kinder made him
lay down,” “And he's com-
Ing home when the wagon comes down,
He says to tell you

Lawstn
Jowe ) 1l

ut three o'clock,
he's fine!"

“Oh, thank you, Joe!™ Cherry sald,
She shut the door, feeling weak and

frighitened. She flew to unpanek her

%
+ bng, hung op her hat and cont, dnrk-

w

ened the hedroom and turned down
the bed; walted anxiously for Mart's
return.

She wns deeply concerned over the
news from Martin, Cherry mot his
Hmp form nt the front door, and

whisked him into & cool bed and put

If you look “run down" you'll soon
be run over,

GLAD TO GET RID OF IT

Mrs. Mary Bourke, 1087 N. Alliater
San Francisco, Calif,, writes: “]
have been troubled with backache;
took two Foley Kidney Pills and they
helped me so good my back stopped
pailiing me. 1 sm so glad to get rid of
it."" Women find great relief in Foley's
Kibey Pills, Hite's Drug Store,

L were off

| gown or hour or person.

| care If your coffee Is wenk!
| weak!

shrunk away betwen crumbling rocky
hanks, the butcher elosed his shop and
milk soured In the bottles.

The Turners and some other fumi-
lles nlways caomped together In the
mountaing during this season, and :ney
when school closed, 4n an
envigble state of ecstasy uod anticlpa-
tlon. Cherry had pianned to join them,

but an experimental week-end was
enongh. The eamp was in the cool
woods, truly, but it was disorderly,

swarming with children, the tents were
stnll and hot, the whole. settlement
laughed and rioted and surged to and
fro In a manenr utterly forelgn to her.
She returned, to tell Martin that it
wus “horribly common” and weather
the rest of the summer In Red Creek.

Martin sympathized. He had never
cared particnlardy for the Turners;
waus perfectly wlliing to keep the
friendship within bounds,

He sympathized as lttle with an-
other  friendship she mnde, some
months: later, with the wife of a young
engineer who had recently come to the
mine. FPauline Runyon was a few
years older thun her husband, a hand-

some, thin, Intense woman, who did
everything in an entirely individuoal
wiy, She took one of the new little

bungunlows that were belng erected In
Red Creek “Park,” and furnished It
richly and Inapproprlately, and estab-
lished a tea table and a samovar be-
slde the open fireplace. Cherry began
to like hetter than anything else in the
world the hours spent with Pauline,
Pauline read Browning, Francls
Thompson und Poter, and introduced
Cherry to new worlds of thought. She
tulkedd to Cherry of New York, which
she loved, and of the men and women
had met there, She sometimes
sighed and pushed the bright hair back
from Cherry's young and Innocent and
discontented lttle face, and sald ten-

she

derly: *On the stage, my dear—any-
where, anywhere, you would he a
furore !

And thinking. In' the quiet evenlngs
—for Murtin's work kept hlm later
and lIater at the mine—Cherry came
to see that b marrlage hind been n
great mistake. She had not been ready
for muarrlage. She would sit on the

| hback steps, ns the evenings grew cool-

er, and watech the exquisite twilight
fade, and the sorrow pund beauty of
lite would wring her heart,

A dream of eanse and adoration and
beauty came to her, She did not visu-
alize any speclal place, any speclal
But she saw
her beauty fittingly environed ; she saw
caol rooms, darkened agninst this blnz-
Ing midsummer glare ; heard fee clink-
ing ngainst glass; the footsteps of at-
tentive malds; the sound of cultivated
volees, of musie and laughter, She
had had these drenms before, but they,
were hecoming habitunl now, She was
s0 tired—so slck—so bored with her
renl 1ife; It was becoming inereasingly
harder and harder for her to live with
Martin., She wns always In a sup-
pressed stute of wanting to brenk out,
to shout at him brazenly: *“I don't
I tike It
I don't care If you don't llke
my hat—I1 do! Stop talking about
yvoursgelf "

Various little mannerisms of his be

| gan serlously to annoy her; a rather

grave symptom, had Cherry but Fuown
it. He danced his big fingers on the
handle of the sugar spoon at break-
fast, sifting the sugar over his cereal;
ghe had to turn her eyes resolutely
away from the sight. Ile blew his

| nose, folded his handkerchlef, and then

brushed his nose with it firmly left and
right; she hated the lttle performance
thnt was never altered. He had n
certain mental slowness; would blink
ut her politely and patiently when she
finghed plans or hopes at him: “I
don’'t follow you, my dear!" This
matde her frantle,

She was twenty, undisciplined and
exacting. She had no reserves within
herself to which she could turn. Bad
things were hopelessly bad with Cher-
ry: her despairs were the dark and
tearfol despalrs of girlhood, prema-
turely transferred to graver matters.

Martin was quite right In some of
his contentions; girl-llke, she was
spasmodle and unsystematie in her
housekeeplng; she had times of being
discontented and selfish. She hated
economy and the need for careful man-
nging.

In October Alix chanced to write
her a long and unusually gossipy let-
ter. Alix had n new gown of black
grenadine, and she had sung at an
afternoon ten, and hnd evidently sue
ceeded In her first venture. Also they
had had a mountain elimb and.en.
closed were snapshots Peter had taken
on the trip.

Cherry plcked up the lttle kodak
prints; there were four or five of them,
She studied them with a pang at her
heart, Allx In a loose rough coaf,
with her halr blowing In the wind
nnd the peaked crest of Tamalpals be-
hind her—Allx busy with lunch boxes
—Alix standing on the old bridge by
lm mil, A wave of homesickneas

==

swept® over the younger slster; life
tasted bitter, She hated Allx, hated
Peter; above all she hated herself.
She wanted 1o be there, In Mill Valley,
free to play and to dream agaln—

A dny or two later she told Martin
kindly nnd steadily that she thought
it had all *been n mistake,” She toll
him that she thought the only digni-
fled thing to do was to part. She liked
bt she wouwld always wish him well,
but since the love had gone out of thelir
relationship, surely It was only honest
to end it.

“What's the matter?”
manded,

“Nothing speclal,” Cherry assured
him, her eyes suddenly watering, “Only
I'm tired of it all. I'm tired of pre-
tending.
I know it's the wise thing to do."

“You'd go back to your father, I
suppose?’ Martin said, yawning.

“Untll I could get Into something"
Cherry replled with diginity. A vague
thought of the stage flitted through her
mind.

“Oh1* Martin =ald politely. *And
I suppose you think yeur father would
ugree to this delightful arrangement?
he asked,

“I “know he would!"
swered eagerly,

“All right—you write and ask himi"
Martin agreed good-naturedly. Cherry
was surprised at his attitude, but
grateful more than surprised,

“Not cross, Mart?' she asked.

“Not the least In the world!" he
answered lightly,

“Beenuse 1 truly belleve that we'd
both be happler—" the woman sald
hesitatingly. Martin did not answer,

The next day she sat down to write
her father. She meditated, with a
troubled brow. Her letter was unex-
pectedly hard to compose. She could
not tnke a bright and simple tone, nsk-
ing her father to rejolce In her home-
coming. Somehow the matter persisted
in growing heavy and the words
twistedd themselves about Into ugly
and selfish sounds, Cherry was young,
but even to her youth the phrases, the
“misunderstood” and the “uncongen-

Martin de-

Cherry an-

ial,” the “friendly parting before any |

bitterness creeps In,” and the “free to
declde our llves In some happler and
wiser way,” rang false. Pauline had
been divorced a few years ago, and the
only thing Cherry disliked In her friend
was her cold and resentful references
to her first huband,

No, she couldn't be a divorced wom-
an. It was all spolled, the Innocent
past and the future; there
way out! She gave up the attempt at
letter and began to annoy Martin
with talk of a visit home agaln,

“What you want to go for?"

“Oh, just—just—" Cherry's irrepres.
gible tears angered herself nlmost as
much as they did Martin. *“I think
they'd llke me to!” she faltered.

“Go If you want to!" he sald, but
she knew she could not go on that
word,

“That's It,”" she sald at last to her-
salf, In one of her solitary hours, “I'm
marrled and thls is marriage, For the
rest of my life 1t be Mart and I—
Murt and I—In everything! For richer,
for poorer; for better, for worse—
that's marrloge. He doesn’'t beat me
and we have enough money, and per-
haps there are a lot of other women
worse off than I am., But Iit's—It's
funny."

CHAPTER

In January, however, he came home
one noon to find her hatted and
wrapped to go.

“Oh, Mart—It's Daddy!" she sanld,
“He's 11—T've got to see him! He's
awfully {L"”

“Telegram?" asked Martin, not par-
tieularly pleased, but not unsympa-
thetie, either,

For answer she gave him the yellow
paper that was wet with her tears.

LI TP
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For Answer She Gave Him the Yellow
Paper That Was Wet With Teara,

“Dad HL" bhe read. “Don't weorry,
Come if you can, Alix."

“I'll bet it's a put-up job between
you and Alilx—" Martin sald In Indul-
gent susplelon,

Her Indignant glance sobered him;
he hastily arranged money matters and
that night she got off the train in the
dark wetness of the valley, and was
met by a rush of cool and fragrant
alr. Cherry got a driver, rattled and
Jerked up to the house in a surrey,
and jumped out, her heart almost suf-
focating her,

Allx eame flylng to the door; the

d lnmplight and the odor of wood

oke poured through. There was

need for words; they burst iate
Wars aod clung together,

I can't argue about It. But |

was no |

| An hour luter Cherry, feeling as If
| she wus not ‘the same wowman who
| waked In Red Creek this same morn-
| Ing and got Martin's eggs and coffee
rendy, crept Into her futher's room,
Allx had warned her to be gulet, but
at the sight of the malestic old groy
tead and the fine old hands clasped
together on the sheet, ber self-control
fursook her entirely and she fell to
her knees and began to cry agaln.

The nurse looked at her disapprov-
ingly, but after all, it made little dif-
ference, Dr. Strickland roused only
once aguin and that was many hours
later, Cherry and Allx were still
keeping thelr vigll; Cherry, worn out,
| had been dozing; the nurse was rest-
“Ing on a couch In the pext room,

Suddenly both daughters were wide
| awike at the sound of the hoarse yet
! fumiliar volce, Alix fell on her knees

and caught the cold and wandering

hand.

| “What Is It, darling?' The old, half-
Ijoklng maternal manner was all In
earnest now,

“Peter?” he sald thickly.

“Peter's in China, dear, You remem-
ber that Peter was to go around the
world? You remember that, Dad?"

“No—" he said musingly. They
thought he slept again, but he present-
ly added: "“Somewhere In Matthew—
no, In Mark—Mark Is the human one
—Mark was as human as his Mas-
ter—"'

“Shadl 1 read you from Mark?" Allx
asked, as his volce sank sgain, A
ghabby old Blble always stood at her
father's bedside; she reached for it,
and muaking a desperate effort to
steady her volce, began to read. The
place was marked by an old letter,
and opened at the chapter he seemed
to desire, for as she read he seemed
to be drinking In the words. Once
' they heard him whisper, “Wonderful !"
" Cherry got up on the bed and took
the splendid dying head In her arms;
the murky winter dawn crept In and
the Inmp burned sickly in the daylight.
Hong cowdd be heard stirring. Allx
aglosed the book and extinguighed the
lamp, Cherry dld not move.

“Charity !" the old man sald pres.
ently, In a shinple, childish tone, Later,
with bursts of tears, in all the utter
desolation of the days that followed,
Cherry loved to remember that his
lust utternnce was her name, But
Allx knew, though she never sald If,

| that it was to unother Charity he
spoke,
L] L] L] L] L] L] L] [ ]

Subdued, looking younger and thin-
ner in their new black, the sisters
came downstalrs, ten days Iater, for
a husiness talk. Peter had been named
a8 one executor; but Peter was far
away, and it was a pleasant famlily
friend, a kindly old surgeon of Dr.
Strickland’'s own age, or near It, and
. the lawyer, George Sewall, the other
executor, who told them about thelr
affairs. Anne, as co-heiress, was pres-
ent at this talk, with Justin sitting
close beside her. Martin, too, who
had come down for the funeral, was
there,

The house went to the daughters;
there were books and portraits for
Anne, a box or two In storage for
Anne, and Anne was mentioned In the
only will as equally Inheriting with
Alexandra and Charity. For some
legal reason that the lawyer and Dr.
Younger made clear, Anne could not
fully inherit, but her share would be
only a trifle less than her cousins'

Things had reached thls point when
Justin Little ecalmly and confidently
clalmed that Anne's share was to be
based upon an old loan of Anne's fa-
ther to his brother, n loan of three
thousand dollars to flont Lee Strick-
land’s invention, with the understand-
ing that Vincent Strickland be subse-
quently entitled to one-third of the re-
turns, As the patent had been sold
for nearly one hundred and fifty thou-
sand dollars, one-third of 1It, with ac-
cumulative Interest for ten years, of
which no payment had ever been made
Anne, was a Iarge proportion of the
entire estate, and the development of
" this clalm, In Justin Little's assured,
| woodeny volce, caused every one to
look grave.
|  The estnte was not worth one hun-
dred and fifty thousand dellars now,
by nny means; It had been reduced to
little more than two-thirds of that
|num. and Anne's bright concern that
every one should be satlsfied with
| what was right, and her Ingenuous
| pleasure In Justin’s cleverness In
lt.hlnk[ng of this possibility, were met
| with poticeable coldness,

‘ If Anne was wrong, and the paper
she held in her hand worthless, each
girl would Inherit a comfortable little
fortune, but If Anne was right, Cherry
and Alix would have only a few thou-
sand dollars aplece, and the old home.

The business talk was over hefore
any of them realized the enormity of
Anne's contention, and Anne and Jus
' tin had departed. But both the old
doctor and the lawyer agreed with
Martin that It looked as If ‘Anne was
| right, and when the family was alone
! again, and had had the time to digest
the matter, they felt as if a thunder-
l bolt had fallen across thelr lives.

“That Anne could do it!" Allx sald,
over and over. Cherry seemed dazed,
| spoke not at all, and Martin had sald

. little.

‘ “People will do anything for mon-
ey !" he observed once drily. He had
met Justin sternly. “I'm not thinking
of my wife's share—I didn't marry her

| for her money; never, knew she had
any! But I'm thinking of Allx."”

“Yes—we must think of darling
Allx!" Anne had sald, nervously eager
that there should be no guarrel. "If
Uncle Lee Intended me to have all this
money, then I suppose I must take It,

. but I shan't be happy unless things are
arrnaged so thet Allx shall be com-

| fortabla!” "

“B.but the worst of it is, Alix!"

Cherry stammered, suddenly, on the |
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day before she and Martln were to
return to Red Creek, “I—I counted on
hinving enough—encugh to live wy own
life! Alx, I caa't—1 can't go back!"

“Why, my darling—" Alix exclaimed,
ns Cherry begun to ory o her nitns,
“My darling, It Is as bad as all that?”

“Oh, AL whispered the Hitde shs-
ter, trembling, *1 ean't bear i, You
don't Lonow how 1 fecl, Yoo and bad
were always here; now that's ull goue
—you're golng to rent the house and
try to teach singing—and I've nothing
to look forward to—I've nobody !

“Listen, dear,”" Alix soothed her, “If
they advise it, and especlully If Peter
advizes It when he gets back, we'll flght
Anne. And then if we win our fight,
I'll always keep the valley house open.
And If we don't, why ' golng to visit
you and Martin every year, and per-
haps I'll have a lttle apartment some
day—I don't Intend to board always—"

But she was erying, too, Everything
seemed changed, cold and strunge ; she
had suspected that Cherry's was not o
successful marrlage ; she knew it now,
and to resign the pdored Llttle sister
to the unsympathetle atmosphere of
Hed Creek, and to miss all the old
life and the old associations, made her
heart ache,

“There's—there's pothing, speclal,
Cherry?” she asked nfter a while,

“With Martin? Oh, no,” Cherry an-
swered, her eyes dried, und her puck-
ing going on composedly, although her
volce trembled now and then, “No,
It's just that I get bad moods” she
snid, bravely. “I wus pretty young to
marry at all, 1 guess.”

“Martin loves you,"
tiundly,

“He takes me for granted,” Cherry
sald, after a pause, “There doesn't
seem to be anything alive o the feel
ing between us,” shie added, slowly, “1f
he says something to me, I muke an
effort to get his point of view before
I answer. If 1 tell him some plan of
mine, I can see that he thinks It sounds
crazy! 1 dou't seem very domestle—
that's all. I—I try. Really, 1 do!
But—" and Cherry scemed

Allx suggested

to brice
herself In soul and body—*"but that's
marriage. I'll try again!™

She gave Allx a long Kiss in parting,
the next dey, und clung to her

“I'l write vou about the cuse, and
wire you If you're needed, and see you
soon 1" Allx sald, cheerfully, Then she
turned and went buck into the empty
house, keeping back her tears until the

sound of the surrey had quite died
away.
CHAPTER X.
Alexandra Strlckland, coming down

the stulrway of the valley house on an
April evening, glanced curfously at the
door, Only elght o'clock, but the day
had been so long and so guliet that she
had fancied that the hour was much
Iater, and had wondered who knocked
%0 Inle,

She crossed to the door aud opened
It to durkness and raln, and to a man
in a raincoat who whipped off a spat-
tered cap and stilling in the
lHght of the lump she held. Instantly,
with a sort of gasp of surprise and
plensure and some decper emotion, she
set down the lnmp, and held out her
hands gropingly and went into his
arms, He laughed Joyously he
kissed her, und for a minute they
clung together.

“Teter!” she sald, “Yon angel—
when did you arrive and what are you
doing, and tell me all abour It !

“But Alix—you're thin!" I'eter sald,
holding her at arm’s length, “And
and—" He gently touched the black
she wore, and flxed puzzled and
troubled eyes upon her face. “Allx—"
he usked, apprehensively,

For answer she tried to smile at
him, but her lips tremblad and her
eyes brimmed, She had led the way
into the old sitting room.

“You heard—about Dad?" Alix fal-
tered, turning to face him at the man-
tel.

*“Your father!™ Peter sald,

“But hadn’t you heard, Peter?”

“My dear—my dearest child. I'm
just off the steamer, 1 got in at six
o'clock. TI'd been thinking of you all
the time, and I suddenly declded to
cross the bay and come straight on to
the wvalley, before 1 even went to the
club or got my mall! Tell me—your

stood

a8

shocked.

father—"
She had knelt before the cold
hearth, and he knelt heslde her, and

they busled themselves with loge and
kindiing In the old way. A blaze
crept up about the logs and Allx ac-
cepted Peter's  handkerchief and
wiped a streak of soot from her wrist,
quite as If she was a child azain, as
ghe settled herself In her chalr,

Peter took the doctor's chalr, keep-
ing his concerned and sympathetie
eyes upon her,

“He was well one day.” she sald
simply, “and the next—the npext, he
didn't come downstairs, aud Hong
walted and walted—and about uine
o'clock T went up—and he had fullen
—he had fallen—"

She was in tears agaln and Peter
put his hand out and covered hers and
held it

“He must have been golng to call
some one,” =ald Alix, after a while,
“they sald he never suffered at all
This wans January, the last day, and

Cherry got here the same night, He
knew us both toward morning. And
that—that was all. Cherry wag here
for two weeks, Martin cime and
went—"

“Where Is Cherry now? Poter In-
terrupted,

“"Back at Red Creek.” Alix wiped
her eyes, “She hates It, but Mnartin
had a good positio, there, Poor
Cherry, It made her 11"

“Arne camp?? .

“Aring and-Justin, of conrsed ~Petek
could Yot understand Alx's expres
slon. She Tell sllent, still holdlog his
band and looking at the fire,

He looked at her with a great rush
of ndmirution and affection. She was
not ouly a pretty and a clever wom-
an; but, o ber pluin black, with this
new gspect of gravity and dignity, and
with new gpotes of pethos nnd appeal
In her exquisite volce, he realized that
slie Wus an exiremely churming wom-
U,

Peofore Ye sald goecd-by to her, he
Lad usked ler to warry b, He well
remembered her look of bright and in-
terested surprise,

“D'you mean te tell me you have
forgotten your lady love of the hoop-
skirts and rioglets?' she had de-
manded,

“No." PPeter had told her, frankly.
“I shall always love ler, in a way.
jut she Is married; she never thinks
of me. And I like you so much, Allx;
I like our music and cooking end
tramps and reading—together. ksn't
that o pretty good basis for mar-
ringe¥"

“Nol" ‘Allx had answered, decldedly.
“Perhaps if I were madly In love with
you 1 should say ves, and trust to
Hitle fogers to lead you gently, and

o on—"

He remembered ending the convers
satlon In one of his quick moods of
irritation pguinst her, If she couldn't
tnke anybody or anything seriously—
he had said,

Poor Alix—she was taking life serl-
ously enough tonight, Peter thought,
us he wutched her,

“Lell me pbout Cherry,” he sald.

“Cherry is well, but just a little thin,
and heartbroken now, of course, Mar-
tln pever secins to stay at any one
place very long, so I keep hoping—"

“Diowsn't mnke good!™ Peter sald,
shuklug his heud.

"Dowsn't seem ! It's partly Cher-
ey, I thiok,” Allx sald honestly, “She
young, really., Bhe never
juite settles down, or takes life In
eirnest. But hie's got a contract now
for three years, and so she seems to
be resigzning herself, and she has a
mald, 1 believe.”

“Bhe must love him,” Peter submit-
ted. - Allx looked surprised.

“Why not?" she smiled. “1 suppese
when you've had ups aod downs with
w man, and been rich and poor, and
sick und well, und have lived im hslf-
u-dozen different places, you rather
ke bim for granted!" she added

“Oh, you think it works that way?'
Peter asked, with a keen look.

“Well, don't you think so? Aren't
lots of marriages like that?™

“You falso alarm. Yeu quitter!” he
answered,  Allx laughed, a trifle guilt-
lly. Also she flushed, with a great
wave of splendid young color that
made her face ook seventeen again,
“Your father left you—something,
AllxY" Peter asked presently, with
sume hesitation,

“That,” she answered frankly, “is
where Anne comes inl™

“Anne§"

“Aune uand Justin came straight
over,” Allx went on, “and they were
readly  lovely,  Doctor Younger and
George Sewall were here every day;
you and George were nnmed as execu-
torg, I was so mixed np o policies
and deeds and overdoe taxes and lo-
terest und bonds—"

“Ioor old Alix, If 1 had only been
here to help you!" the man sald. And
for a moment they looked a little con-
sclously at esaech other,

“Well, anyway," the girl resumed
hastily, “when it came to reading the
will, Anpe and Justin sprung a mipne
under us! It seems that ten years
ago, when the Stricklund patent fire
extinguisher was put upon the mar-
ket, my adorable father dldn't have
mch  money—he .never did have,
somehow, So Apnne's father, my Un-
¢le Vineent, went into it with him to
the extent of about three thousand
dollnrs—"

“Three thousand !" Peter, who had
been leaning forward, eammestly at-
tentlve, echoed In rellef.

“Thnt was all.  Dad had about
three hundreed. Dad did all the work,
aud put o his three hundred, and Un-
clo YVineent put In three thousand—
and the funoy thing 1s,” Alix broke
off 1o say, musingly, “Uncle Vincent
wis perfectly splendld about 1t; I.my-
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self  remember him  saying, ‘Don’t
worry, Lee. D'm speculating on my
L]

own responsilillity, not yours.
“Well ¥ Peter prompted, as she hes-
Itanted,
“Well, They had a written ngree-
ment then, pgiving Uncle Vincent a
third interc<t in the patent, should It
be sold or put on e market—"
“Ha!" Peter_eincninted, struck.
(TO BE CONTINUED,)
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